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Lilian's; she shifted them slightly, and pulled the towel more closely
round her shoulders. Philippa kept both hands on the tiller, and
was oddly silent, but from time to time she hummed to herself under
her breath. The soft, unmusical sound travelled along the surface
of the water to Paul, who was crouching at the other end of the boat.
He leaned over the side, and glimpsed the silver scales of a fish, swift
and nocturnal. Momentarily the gleam was dazzling, he blinked,
and when he looked again the fish had gone, but he imagined its eyes.
They seemed to stare up at him, merged into one sightless pupil which
the waves swayed and inflated,

The headland loomed, an august and unfriendly presence; moon-
light widened the fissure in the cliff. In the mind, also, its depth
multiplied itself infinitely, a cold, vast, downward corridor of darkness.
They passed the tall grey house, where the curtains had been drawn
across the windows. Lilian glanced quickly at it, made a movement
as if to stand up, and then turned the other way. In a moment the
landing-stage was behind her. Philippa continued to look ahead,
waiting for the slight bend in the channel, and the view of the light-
house, which meant that soon they would enter the bay. She hummed
more loudly, and the noise seemed to come from the boat itself as it
glided through the water.

After Paul had been staring for some time the fish's eye vanished
with a wink, and he became aware of Philippa's humming, of the
sail's occasional shiver as the wind passed through it; he put out his
hand and let it trail in the water. Tiring of this, he turned to look
at Harry, who was apparently asleep with his eyes wide open. As
they turned the bend, moonlight crept up his chin and whitened his
lips; he did not stir. Lilian was abstracted. She sat with folded
arms, her face lowered, a slight frown wrinkling her forehead.

'The lighthouse!' Philippa shouted.

Paul followed her gaze. There it was, silent and birdless, the
dark mass of sea-lichen wet and shining with spray. The gulls no
longer proclaiming it a sanctuary, it had a different quality; it was
a place of shadows.

Paul made his way down to the stern, and squatted on his heels
near Philippa. 'Where are we going?' he asked.

She let go the tiller and flung out her hands towards the horizon.
'As far as you can see/ she told him.

The boat quivered. Already, while they were still in the bay,
they could feel that the sea was restless. Waves came to meet them
and passed underneath with a slow but urgent tremor. The wind
blew in Jheir faces, ruffling their hair and penetrating their clothes,
trapped in the curve of a limb and' growing colder. Lilian glanced
discreetly at Philippa, and sighed, seeing her calm and adamant.
She bent down, and began talking in a low voice to Harry,